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CHAPTER ONE


Of all the things about eighteen year old
Skylar Christopher, the first that Mrs. Madeline Hollandsworth
noticed was that he looked remarkably mature for a boy of his age.
She couldn't help staring at his tall, brawny physique, finding it
hard to believe that a young man like this, so obviously handsome
and apparently well-equipped, would find himself sent for a summer
to the Pietschuer-Napier Summer Camp for Boys.

The founders of Pietschuer-Napier had
intended it to be a getaway for under-privileged or emotionally
immature teenagers, in order to prepare them for the emotionally
difficult transition of going from high school to college. Each
year, all of the campers were recent high school graduates. The
camp itself included many programs of academic time management and
social engagement, on top of all the other sports and recreational
events most people associated with summer camps.

This was going to be Madeline's first summer
working at the Pietschuer-Napier Camp. Prior to coming, she had
expected the boys to be much younger-looking than Skylar
Christopher. Even though eighteen was legally of adult age,
Madeline could remember being that young, and she didn't think it
seemed very adult at all. Yet her she was, staring at someone who
was practically a full grown man. He stood there in the door of the
counselors' cabin, waiting patiently as Madeline composed herself
enough to stop staring at the handsome man who had just shown
up.

"Oh!" she said finally when she caught
herself. "Oh, I'm so sorry, I was...." What was she, anyway? "I was
just lost in thought. Your name is Skylar, isn't it?"

Skylar nodded, giving her a handsome smile
like he was pleased she remembered him, "Yes, ma'am."

"Well, Skylar," said Madeline, "didn't my
husband say you had to come pick up something?" Did she sound a
little flustered? A little more anxious than usual, because she was
so close to such a handsome young man? She hoped she didn't, but if
she did, the teen didn't seen to notice.

"Yes, ma'am," Skylar confirmed. "Mr.
Hollandsworth told me, he told me, um..." He suddenly stopped
talking and screwed up his face to one side, trying to get his
composure. Madeline couldn't help but smile as she noticed. She
knew she was a pretty woman, and she had seen lots of men over the
years lose their trains of thought while staring at her. It made
her feel good that she could still inspire that reaction in such a
young man.

She also knew that what she was wearing
wasn't helping him concentrate at all. She was the only one in the
bunk, and she had just gotten out of the shower, so she hadn't even
bothered to put her bra back on, just a thin white t-shirt so
clingy that not only could the peaks of her nipples be seen, but
the outlines of her areolas too. She was also wearing the camp
uniform shorts, which were a dark green that clung to her body.
They were probably a size too small, but no one else had ever
complained, so why should she?

Now Madeline was starting to understand why
such a handsome young man was here at the camp. He may have been
physically gifted, but he obviously had very few of the social
graces that were going to make him successful in life. And someone
really should tell him to stop looking women up and down like that!
She would, certainly, just as soon as she got tired of how he was
looking at her.

"Did he want you to pick something up?" asked
Madeline, prompting Skylar on. Her voice was gentle yet firm, the
voice of a teacher who had spent much of her life working with
elementary school students. This summer was going to be a challenge
for her, she knew, with much older pupils. But she really hadn't
known before arriving just how challenging
it might get.

"Poison," answered Skylar. "The test, the
test book for poison." Skylar corkscrewed up his mouth to one side
like he was having difficulty spitting it out. "The book, he said,
about plants."

He was starting to blush now, and Madeline
knew she should be gentle toward his embarrassment about having
obviously forgotten what it was Madeline's husband had wanted him
to get. But the truth was, she found him even cuter when he looked
bashful.

"Is it a book on poison plants?" Madeline
asked, taking a guess. "Or a book on chemistry? Maybe a survival
guide?" She thought she heard something like that come over the
walkie talkie communication system, but it was so old and the
reception was so bad, and besides she had been in the shower. She
had only known enough to put on clothes, just in case someone came
by. Lucky her, she had been prepared.

None of the suggestions helped Skylar,
though. He shook his head, and looked so distressed that she wanted
to comfort him. She was feeling maternal toward him, and she cursed
herself for it. She had been feeling maternal toward a lot
lately, but that didn't mean it was a good
idea.

She and her husband, Greyson, had been
married only a year, and she loved him, she really did. She
wouldn't have married him otherwise, if she hadn't been truly in
love with him. But she had also been in love with the idea of
starting a family as soon as possible, and now, a year into their
marriage, she had nothing to show for it but an empty belly and a
slowly dwindling sense of optimism. She may only have been thirty,
but she had waited so long to find the man she wanted to marry that
she had really wanted to get started right away on a family. She
felt as though her time was slipping away.

But that was someone else's problem, not
Skylar's. Madeline stepped back from the doorway. "It's hot out
there, isn't it?" she said, trying to sound friendly and
reassuring. "Come on in and sit down for just a minute, right in
front of the fan. I bet you'll cool right off and then you'll
remember soon what Mr. Hollandsworth wanted you to get for
him."

Skylar nodded his blond head gratefully. He
followed her inside the cabin and let her shut the door behind him.
The cabin itself was nice and breezy with the fan, and stayed cool
as long as the screened windows were open, but keeping the door
open let in too many bugs. It was a small thing, barely more than a
room and a bathroom, but it connected to a larger building where
most of the other adults at the camp stayed. As they were all out
this afternoon, teaching their various courses, Madeline was the
only one here. She gestured to the end of the cot for him to sit
down.

"Would you like a bottle of water?" she asked
politely. Part of her job as one of the counselors on staff was to
model for the boys how the social graces worked, giving them
confidence to do the same.

"Uh, yeah," said Skylar. Then he cleared his
throat. "I mean, yes ma'am."

Madeline smiled at him, and
he returned a nervous smile. He pulled his legs up under him as he
sat on the bed, and he certainly had no idea what a look he was
giving Madeline right now of how well hung he was. He wasn't
that obvious, of course, but there was
definitely a bulge in the front of his green shorts that showed
that even though he was still soft, he was packing an impressive
piece of meat. More than long, it looked
thick, maybe pillowed on top of some nice
plump balls.

Madeline practically slapped herself. Stop
that! She told herself. There was no reason to be thinking anything
like that, especially about one of the campers. Instead she kept
her eyes straight ahead as she went to the small refrigerator and
pulled out a bottle of water. She had to get ahold of herself.

But it was tough, all things considered. She
couldn't be held too responsible for her terrible, wicked thoughts,
not with all the sexual problems she and Greyson were having now.
Their lovemaking had dwindled already before they came to camp, and
now with the noisy camp bedsprings they were like a celibate
couple. She couldn't think about that, though, as she turned back
and came over to Skylar. However, Madeline couldn't help noticing
how perky her nipples were. They were so pert, so ready to go! She
tried to hold her arms across her chest, but that just made it
worse. Well, maybe she could treat it as normal, and this would be
like an education in and of itself.

As she came back to give him
the bottle of water, though, she made a point of sitting beside
Skylar, instead than across from him. If she sat there, in one of
the room's only chairs, she would be too tempted to give the meat he was packing a long, hard stare.
But even as she settled her bottom down onto the edge the bed,
Madeline became uncomfortably aware how hot the room suddenly
seemed to have gotten. Was she imagining it, or could he actually
have been getting turned on? She knew he was attracted to her, that
much was obvious, but this? This was definitely something more she
was getting from him, something other than just passive
observation. She had a man looking at her now, and he was reacting
to her just like a man would. Madeline could hear his breath
beginning to get louder and quicker, almost panting like he had
just run a race. Even on which they both were sitting seemed to be
vibrating now, almost at the tempo of Skylar's
heartbeat.

Part of Madeline wanted this to be all her
imagination, nothing real at all. But another part, a deeper, more
important part...

Well, that part wanted
it bad.

Frantically, Madeline racked her brains for
something appropriate to say. It seemed cruel to remind him that he
had come here for her husband's book, for fear of dealing another
blow to his fragile self-esteem, assuming he still didn't remember
the book he had been meant to bring back. At the same time, though,
there was no possible way she could just let him sit here in
awkward silence all afternoon, either. Her husband clearly needed
whichever of his books he now wanted, or he wouldn't have bothered
to send one of the campers all the way back to get it.

At last, Madeline made her voice sound as
unbothered and casual as possible. "What were you and the rest of
the boys doing this afternoon?" she asked, trying to get him
started in conversation. Maybe that would remind him why he had
come.

Skylar jerked with surprise a little at the
sound of her voice as it broke the silence in the cabin, but he
quickly recovered. That was good, Madeline thought, that he had
come back from that surprise so quickly. "You see, I mean, Greyson
– you know, Mr. Hollandsworth – he was taking us on what he called
a "nature hike". There's a wilderness survival test near the end of
camp, and he promised this would help us pass the test. So then he
was explaining what some of the plants that grow around here are,
and he found... it was a flower and... and..."

But here, Skylar's story drifted off into
nothing. Those startlingly blue eyes he had were no longer looking
at her face. Instead, they inadvertently had slipped a lot lower.
It wasn't that her face wasn't beautiful, but now he was taken with
her voluptuous breasts, which rose and fell slightly every time she
breathed. He looked like an adult, but the noise he made was like a
boy as he exhaled, whimpering a little.

"Mrs. Hollandsworth?" he said suddenly, a lot
more confident than he had appeared earlier. "You're too pretty to
be one of the counselors here." He sounded so earnest, but it made
Madeline blink.

"Well, thank you, Skylar," she said, her
cheeks blush, "but whatever do you mean by that?"

"You see, this isn't the first time I've
been to one of these summer camps," he said, his words coming out
in a slightly frantic rush. "This is my first time here at this
particular camp, sure, but other ones... And the ladies working
there are always somebody's grandmother, like Miss Caldwell." Miss
Lynette Caldwell was the camp cook and dietitian, and she wasn't
quite old enough to be a grandmother, Madeline thought, but her
hair was starting to have streaks of white in it. Her frame was
round, though some might say plump, and had managed the camp's
kitchen for the past ten years, ever since the first day Mr.
Pietschuer and Mr. Napier had opened this camp for business. She
was very well-liked by both the staff members and the boys, and she
was an excellent cook -- but Madeline understood what Skylar meant,
that Miss Caldwell she wasn't exactly a boy's pin-up woman. The
only other woman staying at the camp grounds that summer was
Kathleen Tuttle, the wife of their science teacher. Madeline had
tried to befriend the woman, out of a sense of solidarity in an
otherwise male environment, but the snobbish blonde stayed out of
mostly in her cabin. Madeline didn't even know if Skylar had seen
her all summer, much less appreciated her beauty.

So Madeline turned her body toward the young
man and smiled warmly, taking the boy's hand and giving it a gentle
squeeze. "That's very kind of you, Skylar..." Madeline was about to
continue thanking him for being bold enough to give her the
compliment, but she could read the look in the blonde boy's eyes.
He wasn't listening to what she was saying. Instead, he was so
entranced by the way her nipples stuck out through the fabric of
her shirt that his jaw was even starting to gape slightly.

For a good ten seconds seconds, the teacher's
concentration went right out the window, and she couldn't help it.
She let her gaze fall to the crotch of Skylar's camp shorts, now
not even bothering to disguise how she was watching the thickening
bulge that had begun to rise from underneath the fabric. It wasn't
the first hard-on she had seen, of course, but it shocked and
thrilled her like she was a virgin all over again. She turned her
gaze upward to his face again, leaning in toward the handsome
youth's virile body as she let her fresh lips part. He was so
handsome, and so turned on, and she had
done it! She hadn't felt that desirable in a long time, and now
here she was, giving this eighteen year old boy a boner!

She could practically hear the last of
Skylar's willpower snap. All at once he practically lunged toward
her, drawing her close to his chest with his powerful arms. He
brought his lips down onto her mouth in a way that was clumsy, but
was still so good for how eager and earnest it was. Madeline had
teased him beyond his ability to deal with the situation, and this
was what she got for it.

Caught now in the illicit embrace, Madeline
put up a token struggle as electric erotic sensations began to
shoot like lightning through her every nerve, but she didn't really
want him to let her go. She had accidentally awakened a beast here
by her beauty and proximity, and now he was a lust-crazed animal.
No, he was a man! Madeline couldn't help but think how Greyson's
body had once put her into a state like this, but she quickly
banished the thought of her husband. If she thought about Greyson,
she wouldn't be able to do this, and she wanted it. She wanted it
so bad. His hard cockshaft felt like smooth stone as it pulsed
against the softness of her belly, with only a few wisps of fabric
between them.

No, she couldn't! She shouldn't! She was a
married woman, and he was a young man, legally an adult but still
barely more than a child! She pushed away from his passionate
embrace, panting heavily. "Skylar, I'm so sorry," she panted out.
She leaned back and broke free of the electric embrace, gasping for
air. "You came here for something," she reminded him. "If you can't
seem to recall what my husband wanted you to retrieve for
the group, maybe you should go back and find out from him."

Skylar's face was a mix of emotions, though
clearly he felt a stinging rejection. He was still so young and
inexperienced in the ways of love, and had no idea how she could be
erotically kissing him one second and then sending him away the
next! He looked hard at her for a few moments, watching while she
awkwardly stood up from the edge of the bed, putting distance
between them. Then he had an idea, and suggested, "Maybe you could
use the walkie talkies, Mrs. Hollandsworth, so... maybe I wouldn't
have to leave at all. At least, not before I get what I came
for."

It was excellent logic, and Madeline
couldn't help but smile. "An excellent idea," she said to him. She
had left the walkie talkie right against the table beside the bed.
All the staff members kept units clipped to their belts so they
could contact one another. There was simply no cell reception at
this remote of a location, so the whole system was used almost
pretty often, with someone checking in on someone else every few
seconds. It was all kind of old, and sometimes the reception wasn't
great, but Skylar was right. Greyson could be reached so much
faster over the radio
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